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SYNOPSIS.

On Misery creek Sally Miller nOngs
George Leoscott, o Inndscape painter, un
consefour. Jease Purvy of the Hollman
clan has been shol and Samson (8 wus-
pected of the orime. Hamson denles It
he shopling broaks the truee In the
Hollman-South feud, Jim Haollman hunts
with bloodhounds thio man who shot Pur-

|

vy, The bloodhounds lose the trall at
Hpleer Bouth's door, Lescott discovers
artistie ahility in Banson, While aketeh-

Ing with Loseott on the mountaln, Tamn-
rack discovers Samson to & joeering crowsd
of mountaineers.  Sameon  thrughes  hBim

and denounces him as the “troce-bus-
ter”™ who wshot Purvy. At Wie Me-
Cager's dance Bampon tells the South

clan thal ha a golng 9 leave the

mountulns Lescolt goesm home ta New
York. Samson bida Bpleor and  Bually
farewall and follows, In New York Bum-

son atudies art and learns much of city
ways Prennte  Legcott perauades WiH-
frod Horton, her dilettante Jover, to do o
man's work In the world. Prompted by
her love, Sally (eachies herself (o write
Horton throws himwself intn the business
worll and becomes woll Linted by preda.

"-r\ finnnciors and politlcionn. At 4 Po-
eimlan rosort Samson meota Willlam 17 nr-
'Hr' Eporty soclal parasite, and Horton's

"neEmy.

CHAPTER X—Continued,

Adrienne Lescott nodded,
were sweelly sympathetic.

“It's the hardship of the conditions,”
ghe asaid, softly. *“Those conditions
will change.”

A man had come out onto the ver
anda from the inside, and was ap-
proaching the table, He was immae-
ulately groomed, and came forward
with the deference of approaching a
tLrone, yet as oné accustomed to ap-
proaching thrones, His smile was that
of pleased surprise.

The mountalneer recognized
bish, and, with a quick hardening
of the face, he recalled their last
meeting. I Farbish should presume
to renew the acquaintanceship under
these clrcumstances, Samson meant
to rise from his chair, and strike him
in tho face. George Lescott's sister
could not be subjected to such meet-
ings. Yet, It was a tribute to his ad-
vancement in good manners that he
dreaded making a seene in her pres-
ence, and, as a warning, he met Far
bish’s pleasant smile with a look of
blank and studied Inck of recognition.
The circumstances out of which Far-
bish might weave unpleasant gosasip
'‘did not occur to Samson, That they
were togelher late in the evening, un-
chaperoned, at a road house whose
reputation was soclally dublous, was
a thing he did not reallze. But Far
bish wus keenly alive to the possibil-
fties of the situation. He chose to
construe the Kentucklin's blank ex-
pression as anpoyance at being dis-
covered, a sentiment he could readily
understand. Adrienne Lescott, foilow-
ing her companlon’s eyes, looked up,
and to (the boy's astonishment nodded
to the mewcomer, and called him by
name,

“Mr. Farbish,” she laughed, with
mock confusion and total Innocence
of the fact that her words might have
meaning, “don't tell on us.”

“I mever tell things, my dear lady,"”

Her eves

Far-

sald the newecomer. I have dwelt
too long In conservatories to toss
pebbles. I'm afraid, Mr. South, you

have forgolten me. ['m Farbish, and I
had the pleasure of meeling von''—
he paused a moment, then with a
pointed glance added—'"at the Man-
battan club, was It notT"

“it was not,"” sald Samson, prompt-
ly., Farbish looked his surprise, but
was resolved to see no olfense, and,
after a few moments of affable and,
it must be acknowledged, witty con-
versation, withdrew to his own table.

“Where did you meet that man?”
demanded Sampon, flercely, when he
and the girl were alone agaln.

“Oh, at any number of dinners and
dances, His sort Is tolerated for some
reason,” She paused, then, looking
very directdy at the Kentuckian, in-
quired, “And wheia did you meet
him?"

“Didn’t you hear him say the Man-
hattan cluh?”

“Yes, and 1 knew that ha was ly-
Ing”

“Yes, he was!" Samson spoke, con-
temptuously. “"Never mind where it
was, It was a place I got out of when
1 found out who were there,”

The chauffeur came to annBunce
that the car was reoady, and they
went out. Farbish watched them with
o smile that bad In It a trace ol the
satdonic.

"The career of Farbish had been an
interesting one in jts own pecolinr and
unadmirable fashion, With ne advan:
tages of upbriuging, he had neverthe.
less s0 cultivated the niceties of socinl
usage that his one flaw was a too
gréat perfection.  He was letterper
fect where one Lo the manor born
maight have slurred some detail,

Ha was witty, handsome in his_sat-
» way, and had powerful friends
3 world of fashion and ficance.

rendered ' seérViced  to his
patrons, other than the
his dinuer talk, was a thing

ﬁ in club gossip, and
’ [ were oot ‘to kis

credit bad more than once heen con-
Aactured. :

r Mhen -Horton- bad bogun his eru-
sade against various abuses, hoe had
¢ast a suspiciogs aye on all maiters
through which he could trace dhe trail
of Willlam Farbish, and now, when
Farbish saw Horton, he eyed him with
an enigmatical expression, halfquiz.
zical and bhalf-malevolent

After Adrlenne and Samson had dis-
nppeared, he rejoined hls companion,
a’ stout, middle-Wged gentleman of
florid complexion, whose cheviot eut-
away and reposeful waistcoat covered
a lperal embonpoint Farbish took
his cigar from his lips, and studied
its ascending smoke through lids half-
closed and thoughtful.

"Singular,” he mused;
Inr!*

“What's singular? impatiently de-
manded his companlon. "Finish, or
don't start.”

“That mountainesr came up hers
as George Lescoit's protege,” went
on Farbish, refllectively. “He came
fresh from the feud belt, and landed
promptly in the police court. Now,
in less than a year, he's pairing off
with Adrienne Lescott—who, every
one supposed, meant to marry Wilfred
Horton. This little party tonight Is,
to put It gquite mildly, a bit uncon-
ventional."

The stout gentleman sald nothing,
and &he other questioned, musingly:

“By the way, Bradburn, has the
Kenmore Shooting club requested Wil-
fred Horton's resignation yet?”

“Not yet. We are pgoing to. He's
not congenial, since his hand |s ralsed
against overy man who own® more
than two dollars” The speaker owned
severi]l milllon times (hat sum. This
mecting at an out-of-the-way place
had been arranged for the purpose
of discussing ways and means of curb-
ing Wilfred's crusades.

“Well, don't do it.”

“very singu-

“Why the devil shouldn’t we? We
don't want anarchists In the Ken-
more.”

Alter awhile, they sat silent, Farbish
smiling over the plot he had just de-
vised, and the other man puffing with
a puzzled expression at his clgar.

“That's &ll there Is to It,” summar-
fzed Mr, Farbish, succlnetly. “If we
can get these two men, Soulh and
Horton, together down there at the
shooting lodge, under the proper condi:
tions, they'll do the rest themselves, 1
think. [l take care of South. Now,
it's up to you to have Horton there
at the same time.”

“How do you know these men have

not already met—and amicably?” de-
manded Mr, Bradburn,
“l happen to know It, quite by

chance. It is8 my business to know
things—quite by chance'!"
- . - - - - -

Indian summer came again to
Migery, flaunting woodland banners of
crimson and scarlet orange, but to
Sally the season brought ounly heart-
achy remembrances of Ilast auntumn,
when Samson had softened hls stoi-
cism as the haze had softened the horl-
zon, He had sent her a few brief let-
ters—not written, but plainly printed.
He selected short words—as much
like the primer as possible, for uo
other messages could she read, There
were times in plenty when he wished
to pour out to her torrents of feeling,
and it was such feeling as would have
carried comfort to her lonely little
heart He wished to tell frankly of
what a good friend he had made, and
how this friendship made him more
able lo realize that other feellng—
his love for Sally, There was in his
mind no suspicion—as yel—that these
two glrls might ever stand in conflict
as to the right-of-way, But the letters
he wished to write were not the sort
he cared to have read to the girl by
the evangelist-doctor or the district-
schoo!l teacher, and alone she could
have made nothing of them. However,
I love you" are easy words—and those
he always Included.

The Widow Miller had been ailing
for months, and, though the local
physician diagnosed the condition as
being “right porely,” he knew that the
apecter of tuberculosis which stalks
through these badly lighted and ven-
tilnted houses was stretching out its
fingers to touch her shrunken chest.
Thig bad meant that Sally had to fore-
go the evening hours to study, be-
cause of the weariness that followed
the day of nursing and household
drydgery, Autumn seemed to bring
to her mother a slight improvement,
and Sally ocould again sometimes
steal away with her slate and book,
to slt glone on the blg oowlder, and
sludy,

She would not be able to> write that
Christinas letter, There had been too
many interruptions lo the sell-imparted
education, but some day she would
write, There would probably be
time enough, It would take even Sam-
son a long while ‘o become an artlst.

One day, as she was walking home-
ward from her lonely trysting place,
ahe met the battered-looking man who
carried mediclnes In Eis saddicbags
and the Scriptures in his pocket, and
who practiced both forms of healing
through the hills, The old man drew
down his nag, and threw one leg over
the pom:mel,

“Evenin’, Sally," he greeted,

“Evenin’, Brother Spencer. How alr
e
“Tol'able, thank ye, Sally.” The

body-and-soul mender studied thé girl
awhile in silence, and then sald blunt-
Iy:

“Ye've done broke right smart,: in
the lust vear., Anything the matter
with ye?”

It wax an effort to laugh werrily,
but the ghost of the old .astinctive
blitheness rippled Into 1t s
“I've jm comé: from old Splcer
South's,” volunteered the

days'

“What's the matter with Cuc' Spi

She shook her head, and laughed. |

doctor.
“He's ailin® protly mﬂd’ublq. theas |

cer?™ demanded the girl, In genuine
anxiety, Every one along Minery
called the old man Une' Sploer,

"l can't jest make out” Her In-
former spoke alcwly, and his brow cor-
rugated Into something lke sillen-
ness, “He ain’t jest to say slek. Thet
is, his organs seems all right, but he
don’t ‘pear to have no heart fér nothin’,
and his victuals don't tempt him none.
He's jest puny, thet's all”

“T'll go over thar, an' ses him,” an-
nounced the girl, “I'll cook a chicken
thet'll tempt him.”

The girl spent much time after that
at the house of old Spicer South, and
her coming seemed (o waken him {uto
a fitful return of spirits.

“l1 reckon, Unc' Spleer,” suggested
the girl, oh one of her first visits,
“I'd better send fer Samson. Mebby
hit mout do ye good ter see him.”

The old man was weakly leaning
back on his chalr, and his syes were
vacantly lstless; but, at the sugges-
tion, he straightened, and the ancient
fire came again to his face.

“Don't ye do hit,” he exclaimed, al-
most flereely, “1 knows ye mean hit
kindly, Sally, but don't ye meddle in
my business.'

"I—I didn't
tered the girl.

“No, little gal.” His voloe goftened
at once into gentleness, 1 knows
ye didn't, I didn’t menn ter be short-
answered with ye either, but thar's
Jest one thing I won't ‘low neobody
ter do—an' thet's ter send fer Samson.
He knows the road home, an’, when
he wants ter come, he'll find the door
open, but we hain't a-goin' ter send
atter him.”

- - L] - - L[] -

Wilfred Horton found himeelf that
fall in the positlon of a man whose
cotirse lles through rcpids, and for
the first time In his life his pleasures
were glving precedence to business.

Horton was the most-hated and most-
a#Cmired man In New York, but the
men who hated and snubbed him were
his own sort, and the men who ad-
mired him were those whom he would
never meet, and who knew him only
through the columns of penny papers.
Powerful enemies had ceased to laugh,
and begun to conspife. He must be
silenced! How, was a mooled ques-
tion. But, in some fashion, he must
be silenced, Soclet; had not east
him out, but society had shown him
in many subtle ways that he was no
longer her favorite. He had taken a
plebelan stand with the masses. Mesan-
while, from various sources, Horton
had received warnings of actual per-
sonal danger. But at these he had
laughed, and no hint of them had
reached Adrienne's ears.

One evening, when business had
forced the postponement of a dinner
engagement with Miss Lescott, he
begged her over the telephone to ride
with him the following morning.

“l know you are usually asleep when
I'm out and gallopiug,” he laughed,
“but you pltched me neck and crop
into this hurly-burly, and I ghouldn't
have to lose everything. Don't have
your horse brought. 1 want you to
itry out a new one of mine."

“I think,” she anawered, “that early
morning is the best time to ride. I'll
meet you at seven at the Plaza en-
trance,”

They had turned the upper end of
the reservoir before Horton drew his
mount to a walk, and allowed the reins
to hang. They had been galloplng
hard, and couversation had been im-
practicable,

“l suppose coxperience should have
taught  me,” hegan Horton, slowly,
“that the most asinine thing in the
world is to try to lecture you, Drennle,
But there are times when oue must
even risk your delight at one's dis-
comfiture.”

“I'm not going to tease you this
morning," she answered, doellely. *I
like the horse too well—nnd. to be
frank, I like you too well!"

“Thank you,” smiled Horton, "“As
usual, you disarm me on the verge

"Tow ter meddle,” fal

“Don't You Do HIt”
of combat. I had nérved mysell for
ridicule.”

“What have | done now?' inguired
the girl, with an innocence which
further disarmed him,

“The queen can do no wrong. But
even the queen, perhaps more par
ticularly the queen, must give thought
to what people are seying.”

"What are people saylng?®™

“The usual unjust g that
m':::t women in mlu;th You,

b Bean W
freak ﬂoulzwmulr a -+

however much he m o, man, -
EoCHbAOUY tongude abe’ AASEIES
The girl stiffaned, ' '
tmtwwlwwm Numruu

.a;r"

rou ars alluding to Bamwon South,
though the description ia & slander.
I never thought It would he necessary
to say such a thing to you, Wilfred,
but you are talking like a cad™

The young man flushed.

“I'Inld mywelf open to that,” he sald,
slowly, "and 1 suppose I should have
expected {t, God knows 1 hate cade
and gnobs. Mr. South s simply, as
yet, uncivilized. Otherwise, he would
hardly take you, unchaperoned, to—
well, ot un say to ultra-bohemian ro-
sorts, where you are seen by such
gossip-mongers as Willlam ¥arblsh."

_"'Bo. that's the specific charge, is
'l.“

“Yes, that's the specific charge. Mr,
South may be a man of unusual talent
and strength. But—He has done what
no othef man has done—with you, He
has caused club gossip, which may
easily be twisted and misconstrued.”

“Do you famcy that Samson Smith
could have taken me to the Wigwam
road-house If | had not cared to go
with him?"

The man shook his head.

“Certainly not! But the faet that
you did care to go with him indicates
an influencea over yon which Is new.
You have not sought the bohemian
and unconventional phases of life with
your other friends. There Is no price
umnder héaven | would not pay for
your regard, None the less, 1 repeat
that, at the present moment, 1 can
see only two definitions for this moun-
talneer, Either he is a bounder, or
elsse he (8 so densely ignorant and
churlish that he is unfit to associate
with you."

“I manke no apelogies for Mr. South,"
she said, “because none are needed.
He Is a stranger In New York. who
knows mnothing, and cares wnothing
about the conventionalities. If 1 choge
to walve them, I think it was my right
and my responsibility.”

Horton sald nothing, and, in a mo-
ment Adrienne Lescotl's manner
changed. She spoke more gently:

“Wilifred, I'm sorry you choose to
take this prejudice against the boy.
You could have done a great deal to
help him. I wanted you to be friends.”

“Thank you!" His manner was
stir.  “lI hardly think we'd hit it off
together.”

“I believe you

are jealous!™ she

announced.

"Of course, I'm jealous,” he replied,
without evasion. *“Possibly, 1 might
have saved time In the first place by
avowing my Jealousy, 1 hasten now
to make amends. I'm greep-eyed”

She lald her gloved fingers lightly
on hig bridle hand,

“Don't be,” she advised; “I'm not in
love with him. If I were, it wouldn't
matter. He has

“'A neater, sweeter maiden,
“‘In a greener, cleaner land.'
He's told me all about her.”

Horton shook his head, dublously,

“I wish to the good Lord, he'd go
back to her,” he sald.

CHAPTER XI.

One afternoon, swinging along Fifth
avenue in his down-town walk, Sam-
son met Mr. Farbish, who fell into
Etep with him, and began to make
conversation.

“By the way, South,” he suggested
alter the commonplaces had been dis-
posed of, “you'll pardon my little pre-
varication the other evening about
having met you at the Manhattan
club?"

“Why was It necessary?” Inquired
Samson, with a glance of digquieting
directness.

“Posgsibly, It was nol necessary,
merely politic, Of course," he laughed,
“every man knows two kinds of
women. It's Just as well not to dis-
cuss the nectarines with the orchids,
or the orchids with the nectarines™

Samson made no response. But
Farbish, meeting hia eyes, felt as
though he had been contemptuously
rubuked. His own eyés clouded with
an impulse of resentment., But it
pasted, as he remembered that his
plans involved the necessity of win-
ning this boy's confldence,

At the steps of a Fifth avenue club,
Farbish halted.

“Won't you turn in here,” he sug-
gested, “and assuage your thirst?"

Bamson declined, and walked on.
But when, a day or two later, he
dropped into the same club with
George Lescott, Farbish joined them
in the grill—without fnvitation.

“HBy the way, Lescott,” said the
interloper, with an easy assurance
upon - which the coolness of his re-
ceplion had no seeming effect, “it
won't be long now until ducks are
flying south, Wil you get off for your
customary shooting?"

“I'm afrald not.” Lescott's volce be

came more cordial, as a man's will,
whose hobby has been touched. “There
are severasl canvosges to be finlshed
for approzching exhibitions, 1 wish
1 could go, When the first cold winds
begin to sweap down, 1 get the fever.
The prospects are good, teo, | under-
stand.”
- “The best in years! Protection in
the Canadian breeding fields is bear®
ing frult, Do you shoet ducks, Mr,
Bouth®™ The speaker included Sam.
gon g8 though merely out of deference
to his pliyeical presence,

Samson shook his head. But he
was listoning eagerly, " He too, knew
that note of the migratory “bonk"
from high overhead.

“Samson,”  sald Lescott slowly, as
he «ms!u the :lnm in his friend's
bo bard,

and

to the Keomora. 11! have & eard made
out for him.”

“Don't {rouble” demurrd Luoﬁl.
coolly, "I ean fix that up.”

“It would be a pleasure,” smiled
the other. "1 sincerely wish 1 could
be there at the same time, but I'm
afraid that, llke you, Lescott, 1 shall
have to give business (he right of
way, However, when 1 hear that the
flighte are beginning, I'N call Mr.
South up, and pass the aews to him.”

Samson had thought it rather singu-
lar that he had never met Horton at
the Lescott house, though Adrlenne
apoke of him almost as of a member
of the family, However, Samson's
visits were usually in his intervals be-
tween relays of work and Haorton wan
probably at such times in Wall street.
It did not ovecur to the mountaineer
that the other was intentionally avoid.
Ing him. He knew of Wilfred only
through Adrienne's eulogistic descrip-
tions, and, from hearsay, liked him.

The months of close application to
easel and books had begun to tell on
the outdoor man in a softening of
muscles and a slight, though notics.
iible, palior. The enthusinsm with
which he attacked his dally schedule
carried him far, and made hia progress
phenomenn), but he was spending
capltal of nerve and health, and George
Lescott began to fear a break-down
for his protege, He Jiscussed the

“I WIll Arrange So That You Will Not
Run Up on Wilfred Horton."

matter with Adrienne, and the girl
began to promote in the boy an inter-
est in the duck-shooting trip—an in-
terest which had already awakened,
despite the rifleman’'s inherent con-
tempt for shotguns,

“I reckon I'd like 1t, all right,” he
safd, “and I'll bring back some ducks,
it I'm lucky."

So, Lescolt arranged the outfit, and
Samson awalted the news of the com-
ing flights.

That same evening, Farbish dropped
into the studio, explaining that he had
been buying a pleture at Collasso’s,
and had taken the opportunity to stop
by and hand Sams=on a visitor's card
to the Kenmore club, He found the
ground of interest fallow, and artfully
sowed it with wellchosen anecdotles
calculated to stimulate enthusiasm.

On leaving the studio, he paused to
say:

“I'! let you know when conditions
are just right” Then, he added, ans
though in afterthought: "“And I'll ar-
range so that you won't run up on
Wilfred Horton.”

“What's the matter with Wilfred
Horton?" demanded Samson, a shade
curtly.

“Nothing at all” replied Parbish,
with entire gravity, “Personally, 1
llke Horton immensely. 1 simply
thought you might find things more
congenial when he wasn't among
those present.”

Samson was puzzled, but he did not
fancy hearing from this man'a lips
criticisms upon friends of his friends.

“Well, I reckon,” he sald, coolly,
“I'd like him, too.”

“I beg your pardon,” sald the other.
“I suppose you knew, or I shouldn’t

have mentioned the subject. 1 seem
to have said too much,”
“Sea here, Mr. Farbish,” Samson

spoke quietly, but imperatively; “it
you know any reagon why I shouldn't
meet Mr. Wilfred Horton, I want you
to tell me what it Is. He is a friend
of my friends. You say you've said
too much, [ reckon you've elther
gald too much, or too lttle,”

Then, very insldiously and artistical-
ly, seeming all the while reluctant and
apologetic, the visitor proceeded to
plant in Samson's mind an exagger-
nted and untrue plcture of Horton's
contempt for him and of Horton's re-
sentment at the faver shown him by
the Lescotis.

Samson heard blm out with a face
enigmatically set, and his volce was
woft, as he sald simply at the end;

“I'm obliged to you."

(TO BE CONTINUED)

Swiss Want New National Hymn.

Switzerland |8 seeking a new na
tional hymn in place of “Rufst du,
Mein Vaterland,” which is sung to
the tune of “My Country ‘Tis of
Thes,” and "God Save the King” 1t
fa suid that there is some intention
of ndopting a patriotic song, beginnlng
“Hell dir, Mein Schwelserland,” but
whether this is.to be sung to the same
tune or a4 pew .one is to be evolved for
ft 18 not yet kunown,

Teo Long to Be Entirely Valid,

Oliver Knox read some published
letlers In & breach-of-promise sult, and
laughed. “This idlot wrote to the
Athat be would love her always,”
comnmented. “Now | contend that
'alnm' in the longest word in the
dletionary, and no wise man ever usey
it” “No,” retorted hils discorniog wife,
| no 'lu woman would bellave

FARMERS NEED THE BIRDS

For Purely Selfish Reasona the De.
struction of Feathered Songstery
Should Be Stopped.

Birds are the echief protectom of
our treea. Who ever heard of eod-
ling moth and San Jose and other
scales when the orcharda were fall
of birds? Now that these feathered
helpers have been driven out of wood
and field, man s compelled to l\mort
to all sorts of vexatious and diffieult
struggles ngainst the enemy of fruit
and tree,

The birde are the very best destroy.
ers of weeds. Native sparrows, fioches,
grosbeuks, redpolls, longspurs, cow-
birds, mourning doves and similar
birds feed hudgrily upon. the fall
weed seeds at a time when the crops
have heen gathered and they ean do
no barm to it

The hest helper a farmer can have
i a host of birds. But Instead of ree.
ognizing these afficient helpers, so
generously provided by nature, we
wantonly slay them by the hundreds
for fut— Kendallville News-Sun.

CARE FOR CHILDREN'S

Halr and Skin WIth'mtlcun. Noth-
ing Easier. Trial Free.

The Soap to cleanse and purify the
skin and scalp, the Ointment to
soothe and heal rashes, itchings, red-
ness, roughness, dandruff, etc. Noth-
Ing better than these (ragrant super-
creamy emollients for preserving and
purifylng the skin, scalp and hair.

Sample each free by mall with Book.
Aiddress postcard, Cutlcura, Dept. XY,
Hoston. Sold everywhera.—Adv.

Slow Delivery.

Mrs, Gotham—Who spoke at the
dinner tonight, dear?

Mr. Gotham—Well, one of the speak-
ers was the owner of that big depart-
ment store.”

"No wonder you're late, then.”

u“-hl",-_\n

“1 happen to know his delivery is
awfully slow.” "

If One's Sufficient, Why Proceed?

“A word to the wise s sufficlent,
and—" began the village bore,

“Then let it go at that” snarled J.
Fuller Gloom, who {8 blessed with a
mean disposition.

GG
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For many generations Perth, and not
Edinburgh, was the capital of Seot-
land.

WOMAN REFUSES
OPERATION

Tells How She Was Saved
by Taking Lydia E. Pink-
ham’s Vegetable
Compound.

Louisville, Ky.—*‘I think if moresuf-
fering women would take [@n
i fjPinkhom’s

E.
Compound, and I am so thankfal I did,
for I am now a well woman. 1
;fter. li:.l} my hu::;m and take
g wal never to praise Lydia
E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Com for
my good health.”'—Mre. J, M. Rescn,
1800 West Broadway, Louisville, Ky.
Since we guarantes that sll testimo-
nials which we publish are genuine, is it
not fair to suppose that if Lydia B,
Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound hus the
virtue to help these women it will help
any other womm who is suffering ina
like manner ?
If you are ill do not slong until
Ghe ot B PIhaty s o
8 Ly i s Ve le
Compound. s

Write to Lydia E. Pinkham

MedicineCo., (confidential Lynn,
Mass. Your letter wil boojpmql.
read and auswered by a woman
mll. held in strict confidence,

|

NCECRERE

will red i i
s e e
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or
any unhealthy sore

quickly ss il
e & positive antiveptis
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o dedireret, Wl ol iy e e bt
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